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former like yourself and a master-composer like Bee-
thoven. But I want to write something that will be
valuable to you and creditable to myself. Won't you
please tell me something of the concerto and of your in-
terpretation ?"

Here was a new sort of critic. Von Bulow was much
affected. He sat down at the piano, played and explained
the fine points of each passage, and obligingly responded
to all questions. It must have been a memorable hour.
Mansfield himself warmed to the subject, which presently
embraced other works of Beethoven, and by degrees a
general survey of the musical horizon.

At last Von Billow swung round on his stool and, eyeing
the young man keenly, said: "You know more about
music than you pretend."

"Oh, nothing more than I've picked up around home,"
protested Mansfield.

" But that is a great deal," pursued the pianist. ec Yours
must be a musical home, is it not?"

"I am the son of Madame RudersdorrF," replied his
visitor.

"Madame Rudersdorff!" exclaimed the great musician.
"Madame Rudersdorff your mother! She is here, here
in Boston ? Take me to her instantly."

Whereupon he threw his greatcoat about him, seized
his hat and cane, and led his caller down-stairs.

Those who know the geography of Boston know .per-
fectly well that there is a short cut from the head of Beacon
Street to the corner of Boyleston and Tremont Streets,
straight across the north end of Boston Common. But
it was not every day that Mansfield could walk abroad
with such a lion.

When he reached the corner of  Beacon   and   Park
